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_special feasts. We had some bushels

NE DECEMBER, while 1
wns out on my ranch, so
much work had to be done
that it was within a week
of Christmas before wa
were able to take any

thought for the Christmas dinner. The
winter set in late that year, and there
had, been comparatively little cold
weather, but one day the ice on the
river had been sufficlently strong to
eénable us to haul up a wagonioad of
flour, with enough salt pork to last
through the winter, and a very few
tins of canned goods, to be used at

of polatoes, the herole victors of a
struggle for existence In which the
rest of our garden vegetables had sue-
cumbed to drought, frost and grass.
hoppers; and we also had some wild
plums and dried elk venigson, But we
had no fresh meat, and so one day my
foreman and | agreed to make a hunt
on the morrow.

Accordingly one of the cowboys
rade out In  the frosty afternoon to
fetch In the saddleband from the pla-
teau three milea off, where they were
grazing. It was after sunset when he
returned.

“Tt was necessary to get to the hunt-
Ing grounds by sunrise, and it still
lacked a couple of hours of dawn when
the foreman wakened me as [ lay
asleep beneath the buffalo robes,
Dressing hurriedly and breakfasting
on a cup of coffee and some mouth-
fuls of bread and jerked elk meat,
we slipped out to the barn, threw the
saddiea on the horses, and were off,

The air was bitterly chill; the cold
had been severe for two days, so that
the river ice would again bear horaes,
Beneath the light covering of pow-
dery snow we could feel the rough
ground Hke wrinkled lron under the
horses’ hoofs. There was no moon,
bt the stars shone beautifully down
through - the cold, clear alr, and our
willing horoes galloped swiltly aoross
the long bottom on which the ranch
house sutnod, threading their way deft-
Iy among the clumps of sagebrush,

A wile off we crossed the river, the
fee cracking with nolses ke plstol
shots as our horses plcked thelr way
gingerly over 1. On the opposite
side was a dense jungle of bull-berry
bushes, and on breaking through this
we found ounrselves galloplng up ©
long, winding svalley, which led back
many miles into the hille, The crun-
nies and Httle side ravines were filled
with brushwood and groves of stunt-
ed ash. by this tme there wias n
faint flush of gray in the east, and as
we rode sllently along we could make
out dimly the tracks made by the wild
noimals as they had passed and re-
passed In the snow. Several (lmes
weé dismounted to examine them, A

We Dismounted to Examine Tham,

couple of coyotes, possibly frightened
by our approach, had trotted and
loped up the valley ahead of us, leav-
ing a trail like that of two dogs; the
sharper, more delicate foolprints of a
fox croysed our path; and outside one
long patch of brushwood a serles of
round lmprints in the snow betrayed
where u bob-cat—as plalnsmen term
the small lynx—had been lurking
around to try to plek up a rabbit or
a pralrie fowl,

As the dawn reddened, and it be-
came light enough to see objects some
little way off, we began to sit erect
in our saddles and to scum the hill-
sides sharply for sight of feeding deer.
Hitherto we had seen no deer {racks
save inside the bullberry bushes by
the river, and we knew that the deer
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shaped footmarks In the snow, which
showed where as many deer had just
crossed a little ‘plain ahead of us.
They were walking lelsurely, and from
the lay of the land we believed that
we should find them over the rldge,
where there was a brush coulee,
Riding to one alde of the trall, we
topped the little ridge just as the sun
flamed up, a burning ball of crimson,
beyond the snowy waste at our backs,
Almost lmmediately afterwards my
companlon leaped from hls horse and

Turning to Go Into the Log House.

realaed his rifle, and &8s he pulled the
trigger | saw through the twigs of a
brush patech on our left the erect,
startled head of a young black-talled
doe as she turned to look at us, her
great muledike ears thrown [orward,
The ball broke her neck, and she
turned a complete somersan't down-
hill, while a sudden smashing of un-
derbrush told of the fight of her ter-
rifled companions,

We both laughed and called out
“dinner” as we sprang down toward
her, and in a few minontes she was
dressged and hung up by the hind legs
on a small ash tree. The entralls
and visvera we threw off to one slde,
nfter carefully polsoning them from
n lttle bottle of strychnine which |
had In my pocket, Almogt every eat-
tleman carrles polson and neglects no
chance of leaving out wolfl bait, for
the wolves are sources of serious loss
to the unfenced and unhoused flocks
and herds. In this instance we felt
partigularly revengeful because |t
was but a few days slnce we had lost
a fine yearling heifer, The tracks
on the hillslde where the carcass lay
when we found it told the story
plainly. The wolves, two in number,
had crept up close before being dis-
covered, and had then roced down on
the astounded helfer almost before
she could get falrly started. One
brute had hamstrung her with a snap
of his viselike jaws, and onees down,
she was torn open In a twinkling.

No sooner was the sun up than a
warm west wind began to blow In our
faces. The weather had suddenly
changed, nud within an hour the gnow
was beginning to thaw and to leave
patches of bare ground on the hill
gldes. Wa left our coats with our
horses and struck off on funt for a
group of high buttes cut up by the
cedar cunyons and gorges, In which
we knew the old bucks loved to lle.
't was noon bhefoge we saw anything
pore. We lunched at a clear spring
—not needing much time, for all wo
had to do was to drink a draught of
ley water and munch a strip of dried
venison, Shortly afterward, as we
wore moving along a hillside with sl-
tent cuution, we came to a sheoer can-
von of which the opposite face was
broken by lttle ledges grown up with
wind-beuten cedars. As we peeped
over the edge, my companion touched
my arm and pointed silently to one
of tho ledges, and Instantly [ caught
the glint of & buck's horns as he lay
nalf behind an old tree rtrunk. A
slight shift of positfon gave me a
fulr whot alanting down between his
shoulders, and though he struggled to
hig feet he did not go 60 yards after
receiving the bullet,

This was all we could carry. Lead-
ing the horses around we packed the
buck behind my companion’s saddle,
‘and then rode back for the doe, which
I put behind mine. Hut we were not
destined to reach home without «
slight adventure, When we got to
the river we rode boldly on the lee,
hoeedless of the thaw; and about mid-
way thore was a sudden, tremendous
crash, und men, horses and deer were
sorambling together in the water amid
slabs of floating lce. However, it was
shallow and no wores resulta followed
than some hard work and a
But what cared we? We
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Nita was just seven years old, She
wag born on a Christmas day, and
' this was a Christ-

mas day, too,
This was one

reason why 80
much, =so very
much pains was
taken to make

every Christmas
a delightful one
for her.

Never before
had so much been
done for her. To
be sare, she was
older than she
was & year 8go
and could appre-
clate better what
was done for her,
Yet somehow she
was not nearly so
happy a8 she
thought she
should be,

Such a glorious
Christmas tree
stood out In the
wide hall of the
great mansion In
which she lived.
It contalned such
a load of presents
for her—almost a roomful she de-
clared to hersell, ag they were taken
down one by one and opened for her
inspection and admiration.

Nita was an only child, and this
was ancthoer reason why her parents
made much of the day for her sake.
There had been another, but it had
died before Nita could remember, She
hiud been told about her dead baby
brother go often that It seemed to her
that she could reeull him und there
werc times when she felt he waa
looking at her and wanted to be at
her side.

Thia Christmas day

wns g0 long,

somehow. She had but just run o
Nurse Amy to ask If it were not
luncheon time. Not that she was

but she had got so tired of
Nursey had naid
she had

hungry,
playing by herself.
it was anly 11 o'elock, and
thought it wanx almost night.

What were playthings, anyhow? 3he
had always had them. They couldn’t
run around the big grounds and play
with her nt hide and seek as she had
seen other children do-—ns she had
done with her cousins, when, as she
sometimes did, she visited them In
their far away northern home. It was
dreadivl cold up there—much colder
than In her own southland, where one
might play outdoors all the year
round, but she would ba willlng to llve
there, If only she had playmates llke
other childron

Of course everyhody was good,
Papa was good, and mamma was good,
and nursey, too; but they were so
often busy. und they were grown up,
ton, and couldn’t be expected to play
games With a little girl

It wonld be nicer, she thought, If
papa would remove from the country
to the city. Then she might play with
the pneighborg' children,

Nita vawned.

“I'd be willin® ta lot "em play with
evervthing 1 have, and wear my watch
gome, and ride my pony."” she saald,

magnanimously,

“1 do wonder why they don't let me
geo mammu?’ ghe asked herself fre
quently. “"Here its been about a week
gince I've soon her, and every time
J pturt upstalrs to her roon, gOVerness,
or nuree, or the doctor push me bhack
with a 'You musn’t disturb moamman,
for she's sick.' As if I'd disturh my
dear, dear mumma for anything in all
this world,

“1 b'lleve 1 don't enre for toys any
more. 1 guess I'm gettin® too ald for
them. 1 b'lieve I'll tell papan to give
mine away to some poor children that
don't have any."

Here she strode to a mirror, before
which she stood and stretched hersell
to her full little seven-yoar height.

“l reckon I'll have to grow a heap
more before I'm a womnn,” ghe sighed,
“but, anyway, I'm gettin' tired of
Chrismases and birthdays and toys, If
I just did have somethin' to amuse
me—sgomehody to play with that lsa™
clean grown up."

And then this blase child of seven
stretehed herself out upen the fleor
and scon was fast asloep.

When she awoke Nurse Amy was
gtanding beside her.

“] reckons yer marmer wanis ter
see yer, honey,” she sald, with a smile

Without guestioning, without reply
ing, the little girl sprang to her feot
and fairly flew up the broad oaken
stalrway.

"0 maoaoa,” she cried, as she
gought to throw herself into that par-
ent’s arms

But gentle hands restralned her and
then she was shown something thut
thrilled her with delight.

“A Christmas present, mamma, and
a brother, too. It is my brother that
went to heaven?"

“Not that one, dear,
sent from heaven™

“Give him my presents, mother—all
of them. He's worth all of them and
more, too. May | hold him, mamma ™

And Nita's heart overflowed with
joy when this request was granted
her.

“Thin Is God’s presest, [sp't it
mamma-—Jesus' present. You know
you told me how he loved little child:
ren. He knows what little girls wau

but ancther

Bet you could ess it]
Come on Christmas morn
Couldn't shet my eyes in
Lord! 1 had the fidgets |
When I'd urmh for Santa
e

ent!

Bet hel angels left h1

Say!
With a grip o'
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ou can’t know just what | mesn=
a feller ever seenl

long pants sult an’ i
h' boys that loc
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tried from now to night!
tin' In the hall~—
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beat it In your life?
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?’I’nc fharm of Chnstmas

- ‘By Washington Irving <~

gllons. There is a tone of solemn and
gnered feeling that blemds with our
conviviality, and lifts the spirit to a
gtite of hallowed and clevated enjoy-
ment, The services of the church
about this season are extremely ten-

der and Inspiring; they dwell on the
beautiful story of the orlgin of our
fiith, and the pastoral seenes that ne-
companied {ts announcement; they
gradunlly Increase In fervor and
pathos during the seaszon of Advent,
until they break forih in full jubllee
on the morning that brought peace
and good will to men, I do not know
n grander effect of music on the moral
feelings than to hear the full cholr
and (he pealing organ performing o
Christmas anthem in a cathedral, and
Miing every part of the vast pile with
trinmphant harmony.

It is a beautiful arrapgement also,
Jderived from the days of yore, that
thig festival, which commemorates
the apnouncement of the rellgion of
peace and love, has been made the
sonson for R!I”ll‘l"llll_' togathar eloger
pgain those bands of kindred hearts,
which the cares and pleasures and
sarrows of the world are continually
operating ww cast loose; of calling back

the children of a fawmily, who bavo
launched forth In life and wandered
widely asunder, once more to assemble
about the paternal hearth—that rally-
Ing place of the affections, there to
grow young and loving again among
mementos of childhood.

There 1s something In the very sea-
son of the year that glves a eharm to
the festivity of Christmas. At other
times we derive a great portion of our
pleasures from the mere beauties of
nature, Our feellngs sally forth and
dissipate themselves over the sunny
iandscape, and we “live abroand and
everywhere” 'The sopg of the bird,
the murmur of the stream, the breath-
fng frugrance of =pring. the soft
voluptuousness of summer, the gold-
en pomp of avtumn; earth, with its
mantle of refreshing green, and
heaven, with its deep, dellclovg blue
and ita cloudy magnificence, all fill us
with mute but exquisite delight, and
we revel in the luxury of mere sensa-.
tion. But In the depth of winter,
whest watore lles dospolled of every
charm and wrapped i her shroud of

The dreard-

F all the old festivals that of ! sheeted snow, we turn for our grati
@ Christmas awalkens the stronge | ficatione to moral sources
est and most henrtfelt assocls | negs and degolation of our landscape;

gloomy days nnd darksome
circumseribe  our

the short,
nights, while they

wanderings, shut in our feelings also |

and make us
for the plens
Our thoughts

from rambling abroad,
more Eeenly disposed
ures of the soclal circle
are more concentrated; our [Iriendly
sympathies more aroused,. We [eel
maore gensibly the charm of each oth.

er's sociely, and are brought ore
closely together by dependence on
each other for onjoyment. A season |

when heart calllng unto heart

The pitehy gloom without makes the |
heart dilate on  entering the room
filled with the glow ‘Im‘n.urmlh of the |
evenipg fire. The ruddy blaze diffuses
an artificinl summer and
through the room, and Hght up each
countonance with a kindlier welcome
Where does the honest face of hospi.
tality expand Into a broader and more
eordial smile—where I8 the shy glance |
of love more sweetly elogquent—than
by the winter fireside? And, as the
hollow blust of wintey wind
through tha hall, clasps the distany
door, whistles about the casement, and
rumbles down the ¢hlmney,
be more grateful than that feeling of
sober and shelsmred  security with

"-.J""

sunshine |

rushes |

what ¢an |
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MERICAN SETTLERS
| AND DOING WELL.

ﬂta Portland Ore:mhn. ol
Iand, Oregon, published a cartoon
the [mmigration of U, 8. people
Canada, in its fssue of October
1909. The picture was sccompanied
by the following article: &

“Losing American Citizens. The ex-
odus of American farmers to
continues to be a phenomenon of the
first importance. Mare of them
crossing the border this fall than

pe

o'v"
;J‘ 1

M i
]
i

from all parts of the country, Former.
1y It was the Mlddle West alone ww
thus lost the heart of its ¢
Now all sections of the Unlon m 5
allke, The regret which we cannot
help feeling over the migration of
many thousands of excellent cltizens
has an economle slde which couses
some concern. The 70,000 fw.mers
who will go to Cannda to live this fall
will take with them some $70,090,008
in cash and effects, This is vy no
means a negligible sam, and makes a
| very appreclable drain on om re-
| gources. But, of course, the most se-
rlous loss Is the men themselves and
{ thelr families, who have forsaken the
land of the free and the home of the
brave to dwell under the rule at -
monarch,

Why do they go? Naturally the
l'.‘ht'ap and fertile land of Western Can-
nda attracts them! Each emigrant
goes with a reasonable expectation of
bettering hls fortune., Indeed, In &
few years be may grow rich through
the abundant crops he can ralse and
the Increase of land values. But per
haps that is not the sole reason for
the astonishing migration. There Is
& common notion abroad that in Can-
ada life and property are appreclably
safer than they are here. Murders
are not so frequent, and are more
speedily and surely punished. Mobs
and the so-called ‘unwritten law’ are
virtually unknown In Canada, Again
the law i2 a vastly more ascertalnable
entity there,
mit its judges to veto acts of the leg:
fslative body. When a statute has '
been enacted It Is known to be the
law of the land until It ls repedled.
this naturally imparts to Caradian
civillzation a security and stability
which we have not yet attalned.

“We must remember; in the same
connection, that the Canadian protec
tive tariff Is far less exorbitant than
| ours, and much less boldly arranged
| for the benefit of speclal favorites.
Hence there i8 an {mpression. very
widely diffused, that the Canadians
are not so wickedly robbed by the
trusts as we are In this country, Rea-
sons like these sufficiently account for
the exodus of a body of clitizens, whom
we can i1l afford to lose, but they do
not muclr assunge onr regret that they
cannot be relained in the Unplted

Americans who cross the border are
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aever hefore, and they are focking P_
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Canada does not per-...
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| Btates.™ :
Speaking of this, a Canadian Gew- |
| ernment represenistive says that the
i

most weleome. The splendid areas
of virgin soll, a large quantity of which

close to oxisting rallways and to those
under constructlion. The rallway lines
that are assisting in this development
arn the Canpdian Pacifie, the Canme
dian Northern nod the Grand Trunk
Pocific, The latter §s bullt entirely on
Canpdlan zoll, and has opened up &
wondorful streteh of land. Along this
| ine durlng the year about closed thow
sunds of American settlers have made
| their homes. They have built the
towns, and immedistely began as fae-
tors o the bullding up of the grea¢
| Canndlan Weat
Agents of the Government pre los
ented In varfous clties throughout the
| United States who will ba pleased to
‘ give any information that may bhe de-
sired to further the interest of the

| wottler.
I

A Decoy.

The minister who had exchanged
| with Rev. Mr. Talcom was scandslized
won Snowball in the vestry,

alter gervice, deliberately taking a 606 4
cant ploce mu of the contribution-box.
| and substituting a dime.
Suowball,”
harror and amuazement,
dishonest doings!’ ¢

SKIN ROUGH AS BARK.

kBaby Boy Had Intense Itching Hum.!
—Soratched Till Blood Ran.

Found a Cure in Cuticura,

“Our son, two years old, wasafficted

with a rash. After he sulfered with
the trouble several weoks 1 took him/'

to soe Deg

o

he exclaimed, o
“that's plair

which we look arcund upon the comd 1o the doctor but It got worse, The

fortable chamber nud the scepne of do-
mestio bilurity?

Amidst the general call to happl
ness, the bustie of the spirits, and stir

of the alfections, which prevall at Ihl‘

period, what bosom can rewmain in
sensible? It Is, Indeed, the season of
regeneratod feeling—the season
kindling not mercly the fire of hospi-
tality in the ball, but the genial Nume
of charity in the heart.

Burely happiness is reflective. like
the light of heaven; and every counte-
nance, bright with swiles and glow-
ing with innocent enjoyment, is a mir-
ror transmitting to others the rays of
a supieme and evershinlng benevo:
lence. He who ean turn churlisnly
away from contemplating the folleity
of his fellow.beings, and can sit down
darkling and repining in his loneliness
when all around Is joyful, may have
his momenis of strong excitement
selish gratification, but he wapia the
genial and social sympatiles which
constitute the charm of
Christmas,

for |

. wern |

| rash rap together and made Jarge
| blisters. The little fellow didn't want
| to do anything but gerateh and ﬂu
to wrap his hands up to keep I
“from fearing the flesh open till 4h
blood wou!ld run. ‘The itching was §2
tense, The skin on his back bhee
hard and rough like the bark of &%
trea.  He suifered intensely for about
three months, But 1 found a romedy
| I Cuticura Soup and Cuticura O
| ment. The result was almost wm
fenl. That was more than two
ago and there has not been the shigh
est symptom of 1t since he was.

J. W, Lauck, Yukon, )
and Sept, 17, 1908."
Polter Drug & Chew. Comp, Sale

We do wot know how chegh
sends of happiness are, or

ig glven away as free homesteads, lle




